The Sign of the Golden Shoe

And, in mid-air, the hand stayed, quivering, white,
A frozen menace.

I saw a yellow claw

Twistmg the dagger out of that frozen hand;
I saw his own steel in that yellow grip,
His own lost lightning raised to strike at him 1
I saw it flash'   I heard the driving grunt
Of him that struck'   Then, with a shout, the crowd
Sundered, and through the gap, a blank red thing
Streaming with blood, came the blind face of Kit,
Reeling, to me'   And I, poor drunken I,
Held my arms wide for him.   Here, on my breast,
With one great sob, he burst his heart and died.'*

Nash ceased.   And, far away down Fi iday Street,
The crowder with his fiddle wailed again :

"Blaspheming Tambohn mmt tltc

And Faustns meet his end.
Repent, repent, or pnwntlie
To hell ye must descend"

And, as in answer, Chapman slowly breathed
Those mightiest lines of Marlowe's own despair:

" Think'st thou that I who saw the face of God,
And tasted the eternal joys of heaven.
Am not tormented with ten thousand hells ? "

" Ah, you have said it," said Nash, " and there you

know

Why Kit desired your hand to crown his work.
He reverenced you as one whose temperate eyes,
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